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flights.' It was very evident that he had pondered what
he was to say, through the days and nights of his exile;
that he was doing precisely what he had always planned
to do, and with his whole heart in the business. She
tried once or twice to interrupt him, but he did not mean
to be interrupted ; and she wa& forced to hear it out.
At the end she gave a little gasp.
' Oh Hugh!'—His name, given him for the first time,
fell so forlornly,—it was such a breathing out of trouble f
and pity and despair, that his heart took another and a
final plunge downwards. He had known all through that
there was no hope for him; this tone? this aspect settled
it. But she stretched out her hands to him, tenderly—
appealing. ' Hugh—I shall have to tell you—but I am
ashamed/
He looked at her in silence a moment,—then asked
her why. The tears rose brimming in her eyes—her
hands still in his.
* Hugh—I—I—have always loved Oliver Marsham—
and I—cannot think of anyone else. You know what has
happened ?'
He saw the sob swelling in her white throat.
1 Yes!''—he said passionately. * It is horrible. But
you cannot go to him—you cannot marry him. He was
a coward, when he should have stood by you. He cannot
claim you now/
She withdrew her hands.
' No 1'—The passion in her voice matched his own,
' But I would give the world, if he could—and would!'
There was a pause. Steadily the woman gained upon
her own weakness and beat it down. She resumed,
'I must tell you—because—it is the only way—for
us two—to be real friends again—and I want a friend^
so much,   The news of   Oliver is—is  terrible.    The
Vicar had  just  seen Mr. Lankester— who is staying

